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midsummer and midday, and the heat and fatigue are bursting even1
blood-stream of my poor chest . . . Oh, for some water! My lord,
is not this life one long misery? Why can I not die, when I wish to
die from this pain? Do you love me, lord? Then, kill me now and
save both yourself and me. My golden lord, spare not this misery,,
this suffer ing that is me ... Oh, oh, fires burn in my breast, and
my bodice is torn with the heaving of my chest. Love, do not look at
me, you might pity me too much. Kill me swiftly, lord, and relieve
me of my pain.

PADUMA. Friend of my heart who is lovely and soft in body and
in heart as honey-wax or lily! How can you die of such a little thing
as thirst, as long as your big brother is still alive? Be not like the
elephant that gives up going through a gap, when only the tail is left
on the other side. We have walked through undergrowth and shrub
and rough, rocky ground. We see only pearl and silver sand before
us, and can we not walk easily now? Take heart, faint heart, my love.
Here is cool water. (PADUMA makes a cut OTZ his leg with his sword,
and the PRINCESS sucks the blood.) Aha, you look refreshed, my little
girl. Steel your heart, and walk but a few steps more, and we shall
soon be out of this forest, and find a suitable place to settle on.

[The orchestra plays while   the   two  walk, to denote that the

scene is  changing,   and when  the orchestra   stops    they have

arrived at the edge of the forest', by the side of a river.

On a raft, a mutilated and bleeding man, with his limbs missing,

enters.]

THE MAN. In the snare of life, I am caught in misery. Pursued
by bad luck, tempted by bad gods, I again and again took the
property of others, using all my wits. I was caught red-handed,
and they have cut off my hands and feet, my nose and my ears, and
sent me adrift on a makeshift raft, so that I should drown in agony
... I do not know where this will end, where the raft will stop. The
only thing that can end this miserable wretch is death. . . . Help! Help!

PADUMA. Flower made of golden wax, jasmine that is united to
me by deeds of merit I did in a previous existence, the orchid-bud that
is strung with my love! Amidst the din made by the waves, the
whirlpools and the rapids of the swiftly flowing river, over the noisy
sands, I hear the louder cry of a man in pain. Look, look! What can
it be that floats on the river? Who can it be that cries in pain?

PRINCESS.   Husband endowed with all the virtues, husband that is